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T HE DUKE oF RICHMOND' 8 DOG 3 THUNDER, 
AND THE WIDOW"s PIGS—a TALE: LE 


Tur POOR SOLDIER or 'TILBURY FORT : 


ODE To CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS: 


ODE To EASTERN TYRANTS: 
Taz FROGS and JUPITER—a FABLE: 
Tur DIAMOND PIN axv CANDLE—a FABLE: 


Taz SUN axp Tus PEACOCK—a FABLE. 


By 


Far off the HERO Bleeds in Brighton Wars, | ; 
At leaſt his Horſe's r:bs fo glorious bleed; | 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and ſcars, 
He flies and rallies on his bounding ſteed ! 
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY, 


The DUKE „ RICHMOND. 


11 


Your Cnc s well- known accompliſhments; your 


Gracr' s well-known. liberality ; your Gracr's well- 
known intrepidity; your Gaacz's well-known love of 
ſham-fights ; your GRAck's well-known rage for Public 


Liberty; your Gract's well-known political economy 


your Gracz's well-known private economy ; and laſt, 


though not leaſt, your Gracr's well-known Chriſtian- 


like benevolence to o objects of charity form ſuch a 
conſtellation of virtues as muſt inſpire every Author 
with an ambition of dedicating his labours to ſo ſplendid 


a ht Flies are fond of the ſun. 


The great diſpleaſure lately given by your Gzact 
to their High Mightineſſes Meſficurs PitTT and Dunpas, 
and one or rw] o more whom : we forbear to | mention, 
has ſpurred the Muſe to take the part of exalted 
Merit, defend you with her Egis againſt the united 
wiſhes of a whole kingdom, and endeavour to reſtore 


your Guack to a firm feat on that high-mettled war- 


Horſe, OnnxANcE, on which Jour GRack ſeems to fit 


ſo dangerouſy "age 
den ee CREPT EY 


P. PINDAR 


7 he Poet groeth Paitoweny' s mode efl and ſublime picture of INFINLTY, 
a pitttre damned by the GReAT For x of the preſent day—PETER 
 maketh a moſt ſagacious diſcovery of a connexion never thought of before, 


viz. between Fol LV and GRAN DEUR.— He talketh of wiſdom, an 74. 


abuſeth the blindneſs of the Vulgar.— He talketh of FLAT TE RY. — 

He plumply contradicteth the Vulgar, and advanceth untmſwerable 
reaſons, — He deſeanteth on MIND and Body, proving I bat a horſeavbip 
& as neceſſary for the one as the other. —The wiſe and elegant Speech 
of the 'SQUIRE, or Elder Brother: —The Poet tiſcovereth Diſtance to 
te the parent of Admiration, and confuteth the opinion of Mos, by a 


pantomimical illuſtration Pr TER attacketh many GREAT Min, 


moſt aptly making uſe. of .a. wind-mill and a warming pan. —He ee 


one Great and Gd Man from the berd of bad. 


Trmoven huge to us this flying World appears, 
And great the buſtle of a thouſand years; 
How ſmall to Hi who form'd the VAST of nature! 


One trembling Jer of animated water „ 


* . . 


T What are we re ?—Reptiles claiming Prey” 8 ſigh, 


ce Though i in our own conceits ſo fiercely Gant; z 
« Nay, 


* Conſult the wonders of the microſcope. . \ 


[4 


e Nay, ſuch ſmall wights 1 in PROVIDENCE $ 0 


— 


* As aſks Ormipotence to find us Out. 


So ſays PurLosopny.—** Fudge, cant, mere words, 
© Traſh, nonſenſe, impudence,” cry Kings and Lords. 


<< 
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Ah, Sirs | 1 the ford ruth 1 1 


"EW and 8 of together dwell: 


; * 
1353 x 42 
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Forry with T ITLE oft is ſeen to ſkip, 


Stare from his eye, and grin upon his lip. 


Wiſdom deſctndeth not from king to kings 
Or lord to lord, like an eſtate; 
The preſent day believeth no > fuch thing— 


Matters are vaſtly chang d of late. 


What ſays ExpzRIENcE from her ſober ſchool s 


« NaTuzE on many a titled front writes fool; 


3 1 5 1 

« But lo, the vulgar world is blind, ſtone blind; 

The beaſt can ſee no writing of the kind; 
6 Or if it ſees, it cannot read 


& Now this is marvellous indeed.” 


Hark to ths voice of FLarr'sy ! thus ſhe ſing— 
0 Gods of the earth are Emp'rors, Popes, and Kinge, 
= Godlings, our Dukes and Earls, and ſuch fine folk.“ 
And thus the liar FLATT'RY ſung of yore: ; 
The faſcinated million cry 'd encore, : 


For Wispon was too young to ſmell the joke. 


Wide was the Tphere « of lenor nes, Rog 
And faint, too faint, of Turn $ young ſun the ray 3 
Too feeble through th' IMMENSE of n to cn] 


And beaming chaſe a world of fog re 


C 8 ve 


1 
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Ye VuLcar cry, © GREAT Men are wond'rous wiſe” — 


| Whoever told you ſo, told arrant lies: 
It cannot be. Not be { why ?—Hear me, pray, 
They are ſo dev'liſh /azy, let me fay. 


F 


The Mind wants luſty flogging to be great: 
To uſe a vulgar phraſe, & The Mind muſt ſwear.” 
Now men of worſhip will zo: ſweat the Mind; 


Meat, clothes, and pleaſure, come without, they find. 


What man would make a drayhorſe of the ſoul, 
To drag from Science's hard quarry, ſtone, 
Who really wanteth nothing from the hole— 


A toil which therefore may be let alone ? 


Th' idea ſeems ſo wond'rouſly wuncouth, 
As maketh ev'ry Elder Brother Hart; 
oe: Who 


. 


Who openeth thus, his widely-grinning mouth, 


40 Fine fun indeed for me to drag a cart! 


ce Let younger brothers join it, if they pleaſe, | 


e Old Sqvars-Tots, thank my God, has caught my fleas. 


Suppoſe ye want a fine ſtrong fellow ?—ſpeak, 
Where for this fine ſtrong fellow would ye ſeek ? 


ce Seek ! ſeek a drayman, with one voice ye cry 3 
« A chairman or a ploughman to be ſure; 


Men who a conſtancy of toil endure, 


0 - 


e Such are the fellows that we ought to try.“ 


A 


This then is granted - well then, don't ye find 


Some likeneſs twixt the body and the ind? 


Diſtance has wonderful effects indeed! 


But, Sirs, this is not ev'ry body's creed: 
Mos 


44:1 
Mon is not in the ſecret—that's the caſe : 
Mos deemeth great men Gods |—yes, ev ry where, 
Far oft, or near : : 


Now let a ſhort remark or two take place. 


Firſt, I aſſure you that things are not ſo; 
By G—d, they are not Gods. —I pray ye, go 
To pantomimes, where fine caſcades, and fields, 


And rocks, a TT to WonDER yields: 


Approach them—what dye find the fronning rocks? 
Lord! what imagination really ſhocks ! 1 

Black pairs of breeches, ſcarcely worth a groat: b 
What are che fields ſo flouriſhing ? green bays, 

The objects of your moſt aſtoniſh'd gaze: 
3 What the caſcade ? a tinſel petticoat, 
And tinſel . upon a 3 ms 


The fields and rocks ſo nat raliy adorning. 


Great 


0:97 
Great men, I've ſaid it, often are great fools, 
Great ſycophants, great ſwindlers, and great knaves; 
T 00 often bred | in Tyranny s dark ſchools, 
Happy to ſee the oe 6e their ſlaves. 
Great men, at diff 'rent times, are diff 'rent too 3 


More ſo when int'reſt is the game in view. 


A windmill and a warming- pan, no doubt, 
Are moſt unlike each other in their nature; 
Vet, truſt me, the ſame man, in place and out, 


Is to the full as oppoſite a creature. 


Yet ſome great men are good [—and, by miſchance, 
Their eyes on mis'ry will not always glance: 
As, for example, RicumonD's glorious GRACE, 
A Duke of moſt anqueſtionable merit, 
With Merc'ry's cunning, and dread Mars's ſpirit, 


Who took the Oxpnance, a tremendous place! 


2 — This 


[ 10 1 


This Duxt of Tnuxpzx is for ever /pyingz 
To find out objects of ſheer merit, trying: 


How happy too if objects of diſtreſs / 


Thus is his Gracs of Guns ador'd by all; 
or this, where'er he rides, both great and ſmall, 


Him and his horſe, with eyes uplifted, bleſs. 


This TuztEnNE* would be ſorry, very ſorry, 
Should one pale form of want his eye eſcape : 
© No,” cries his Grace, . MisrorTuNE ſhall not worry, 


Whilſt J a fixpence for the poor can ſcrape.” 


How much like MajzsTY in Windſor town, 


Hunting for PiTy's objects up and down 


Yet ſince diſtreſs has ſcap'd his Gzact's cye, 


The Mule o'er TILB'RY Fox {hall breathe a ſigh. 


* A French General, | of the laſt century, poſſeſſed of the ſublimeſt 


qualities, 


vet 


[- £387 
Yet ere on TiLz'ry Fort we drop a tear, 


Lo, with a tale we treat the public car, 

| Relate a pretty ſtory of his G: 
Much will the tale his GRAck's ſoul diſplay— 
Happ'ning (tis ſaid) at Goodwood on a day 


Iwill put a ſmile or tear on ev'ry face. 


The 
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The DUKE of RICHMOND's Dog THUNDER, 
THT AND | 


The WIDOW's PIGS. 


The Dame's whole fortune lodged in the Sow,—Fer joy on the Sow's lying-in. 
—The Duke's dog THUNDER much like Courtiers, —T UNDER Filleth 
the young Pigs, yet ſurpaſſeth Courtiers in Modęſty.— The Sow cryeth 

 out—the Dame joineth the Sow in her exclamations, —The old Steward 

cometh forth at the cry of the Sow and Widow, and uttereth a moſt 
pathetic exclamation.— A ſenfble diſſertation on the different ſpecies of 
compaſſion, —The Dame's piteous addreſs to his GR act, His GRACE 
humane and generous anſiwer. | | 

A DAME near Goodwood, own'd a Sow, her all, 

Which zat'rally did into travail fall, 
And brought forth many a comely ſon and daughter 3 

On which the Wipow wond'rouſly was glad, 


Caper'd and ſung, as really ſhe were mad 


But Tanks oft hang upon the heels of LAUGHTER. 


At Goodwood dwelt the Duke's great dog, call'd THUNDER, 


A dog, like courtiers, much inclin'd to plunder ;. 


This 


[ WE 


This dog, with courtier-jcalouſy ſo bitter, 


Beheld the ſweetly- ſnufflin g ſportive litter. 


Bounce! without * by your leave,” or leaſt harangue, 
Upon this harmleſs litter, TuunDes ſprang, 

And murder'd brothers, 8 quick as thought; 
Then ſneak'd away, his tail between his rear, mY 
Seeming aſham'd—unlike great courtiers here, 


Who (Fame reporteth) are aſham'd of nought. 


The childleſs Sow ſet up a ſhriek / loud ! 

Alu her ſweet babies ready for the ſhroud ; 
Now chac'd the rogue that ſuch ſad miſchief work' d: 

Out ran the Daus—join'd MrsTRrEss-Sow's ſhrill 1 ; 


Burſt was at once the bag that held her ſighs, 


And all the bottles of her tears uncork'd. ; 
a 
1 _— 


[14.1 
„Oh! the Duke's 's dog has ruin 4 me outright; 


« Oh! he hath murder 4 all my pretty pigs- 
Forth march'd the Steward grey, with lifted ſight, 
And lifted hands, ts man, and cry'd © Odſnigs !” 


Word of ſorprile | which, with a plaintiv tone, 
And rueful countenance, and hollow groan, 
Did ſeem like pity ate, for her caſe: 


vet what's Odſnigs, or moan, or groan, or aal | 


Unhelp'd, by Famins if the object dies? 


Or what a yard of methodiſtic face? 


| Compaſſions differ very much, we find; 
One deals in Hg -= now ſighs are merely wind; 


Another only good advice attords, _ 


Inſtead of alms—now this is only words ; 
Another cannot bear to /ze the poor, 


So orders the pale beggar from the door, 
| Now 


28 1 


Now that compaſſion is the beſt, I think, 
(But, ah] the human ſoul it rarely graces) — 1 


— 


b 


Inſtead of groans, which giveth meat and drink; 


1 4 
* * 
1 
Ft 
41. 
8 - 
$11 
1 
1 
14 5 
Wit! #f 
Fit: 
Br! 
3 178 
4 
U 
+ it 
i 
16 
1 N 
BN 
804 
. 
1 
Fr 42 
U 4 
11 4 
fy 
' BY 
1 
+ 
1 3 
100 
#3 
2. 
1 
1 
1 
+ 
! bs 
19 
11 
3 
f ; 
l 0 
. 
1 
X 
A 
4 1 


Off'ring long purſes too, inſtead of faces. 


2 


But, Musz, we drop Doo, Duxk, and Sow, and Daw, 
To follow an old pitiful remark; . 


Like wanton ſpaniels that deſert the game, . „„ 


To yelp and courſe a butterfly or lark. 


Now to his Gxack the howling Widow goes, | il 


| Wiping her eyes ſo red, and flowing noſe, 


e Ohl pleaſe your Grace, your Grace's dev'liſh dog, 
« Tyunpzs's confounded wicked chops, 


« Have murder'd all my beauteous hopes 55 I 


— * — 
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* IT beg your Grace will pay for ev'ry hog.” | 
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Lie What anſwer gave his GRACE ?—With placid brow, 5 


i | « Don' t cry, * quoth he te and make fo much foul 


weather— 


nt c“ Go home, Dams, and when Thunder eats the /ow, 


at «I pay for all the family together,” 
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POOR SOLDIER of TILBURY FORT. 


T7 he Poet pronounceth the very great ſhyneſs /ub/i/ling N Mrz1T and 
Mox EY. MxRRIT'S connbrion with Poverty, and the conſequence.— 
Attach on FoRTUNE.— Addreſs to the poor SOLDIER. Ile pitieth 
the poor Soldier's pitiable fate—his ragged coat, hungry ſtomach, and 


want of fire — His companions on the mud,—PETER ſmileth at the 
hubbub made on account of a fhot=hole in the little coat of a great 


PRINCE, @ remnant of glory that may probably edd another ray to the 
luſtre r SANT Paul's, —PETER moſt pathetically enquireth for his 
GRACE—-proclaimeth him to be at Brighton, moſt heroically engaged. — 


The different amuſements of his GRACE at Brighton, awake and oy" 
Crumbs of conſolation to 7 poor Soldier. 


Mx RIT and MONEY very ſeldom meet |! 
Form'd for each other, | they ſhould oftener greet ; 
Indeed much oftener ſhould be ſcen together: 
But Moxer, . vaſtly ſhy, doth keep aloof; 
Thus Povzxry and Mzzir beat the hoof, 


Expos'd, poor ſouls, to cv'ry kind of weather. 


1 PRs 


[46:1 
Thus as a greyhound is meek Marr lean, 
So ſlammakin, untidy, ragged, mean, 

Her garments all ſo ſhabby and unpinn'd ; 
But look at Fol Lv's fat Dutch lubber Cap ; 
How on the tawdry cub has FoxTuxE Hild, 


When with contempt the Goppzss ſhould have grinn'd! 


So muck for preamble, and now for Taz, 


Whole ſtate forlorn, his Gzacr could never /ce. 


Poor SOLDIER, after many a dire campaign, 

Drawn mangled from the gory, hills of ſlain, 
Perhaps the ſoul of Beliſarius Hine; 

Why with a tatter'd coat along the ſhore, 

Where Octan ſeems to heave a pitying roar, 


Why do I ſee thee thus neglected pine ? 


Poor 


( 197 1 
Poor wretch | along the ſands condemn d to go, 
And join a hungry dog, or famiſh'd cat, 
A pig, a gull, a cormorant, a crow, 


In queſt of crabs, a muſcle, or a ſprat ! 


Now, at N IGHT's awful, pale, and filent noon, 
Along the beach I fee thee lonely creep, 
Beneath the paſling ſolitary moon, 


A ſ peare ſtealing 'mid the world of ew 


Griev'd at thy channell'd cheek, and hoary hair, 


And quiv'ring lip, I mark thy famiſh d rat 
And hollow jellied orbs that dimly ſtare, 


Thou piteous Na upon the ſtorm. 


The Musz's handkerchief ſhall wipe thine eye, | 


And bring ſweet Horn to ſooth the moutnful ſigh. 
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Deſerted Hero! what! condemn'd to pick, 


With wither” d, | palhy'd, ſhaking, wounded . 
Of wrecks, alas] the melancholy ſtick, 


— — e 


Thrown by the howling tempeſt on the ſtrand ? 


Glean'd with the very hand that graſp a. the ſword, 


To guard the throne of Barr ax s SacreD Lok | 


While Cowazpict at home, from danger ſhrinks, 


And on an Empire's vitals eats and drinks. 
_ | * 


Heav'ns! let a ſpent and rambling ſhot 


Touch but a Prinee's hat or coat, 
Expanded are the hundred mouths of Fau , 


Whilſt braver thouſands (but nized wretches), 


Swept by the ſword, ſhall drop like paltry vetches, 


Their fate unpitied, and unheard their name | 


TT EW 
Poor Soldier | is that ſtick to make a fire, 
To warm thyſelf, and wife, and children dear ? 
Where is the goodly Duke—of Coals the Gepine, 


Whoſe heart hath melted oft at Mis'av's tear? 


Sad vet'ran! is that coat thy ragged ALI. ? 
Sport of the ſaucy winds and ſoaking rain! 
For this has COURAGE fac'd the flying ball? 


For his has bleeding Brav'ry preſs'd the plain? 


Where is the Man who mocks the grin of Death, 


Turns Bagſhot pale, and frightens Hounſlow Heath? 


Far oft, alas! HE bleeds in Brighton wars; 
At leaſt his horſe's ribs fo glorious bleed ; 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and ſcars, 
He flies and rallies on his bounding ſteed. 


G-. There 
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There too his GRACE may wield his happy pen, 
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To prove that truly great and valiant men 
In idle duels never ſhould engage, 


But nurſe for dread Reviews their godlike rage. 


Far off, the Hxko, in his tent reclin'd, 


Where high and mighty meditations ſuit, 
On leather, leather, turns his loſty mind, 


| To make a cannon of an old jack boot! 


Great geniuses, how loftily they jump! 
Lord! what his rapture when he deigns to ride F 
To feel beneath his Gracz's gracious rump, 


An eighteen-pounder in his horſe's hide! 


There too, to Barracks, fir'd in FREEDOu's cauſe, 
And to Mount Wy ſe, his lyre the Hzxo tunes; 
| | There 


* A place near Plymouth Dock, on which the national treaſure 
has been ſo wy/ely expended for the innumerable conveniencies of his 


brother Lennox. 


4 1 
The Royal George to ſight by air-balloons.“ 


This, Faxcy's pow'r moſt eaſily can dare— 
By Fancr's pow'r the royal ſhip may riſe, 
Borne by her bladders through the fields of air, 
Juſt like a twig, by rooks, along the ſkies. 


There too, at midnight drear, the HRO ſchemes 
Midſt hum and ſnore of troops, for England's good; 
Explores machines of death in happy dreams, : ; 


For hills of bones, and cataracts of blood. 


There, like King Richard, whom the Furies rend, 
He buſtles in his ſlcep, and ſtarts, and turns; 
Now graſ/s the ſword, and now a candle end, 


That, blazing ike himſelf, beſide him burns. 
. 


* This was actually propoſed by his GRACE, with every ſanguine 
idca of ſucceſs. — — 


* 
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Thus, mid his tent reclin'd, the Gopuixs Man © 
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Vaſt ſchemes in {lumber ſpins for England's ſake; 
& And lo,” quoth Faux, © his Godlike Grace can plan 


ce As wiſely in his ſleep, as when awake.” 


© , 


1 „ When, with his hoſt, CaliculA came over, 


No matter where for rhyme-ſake call it Dover— 


What were the trophies hence to Rome he bore ? 


Of paltry perriwinkles juſt a ſcore | 


But RicumonD from his Brighton wars ſhall bring 


Life to the State, and ſafety to a King! 


N 


Bleſt Man ! from Brighton field, with laurels crown'd, 
He triumphs up to town without a wound ;* 


From Brighton wars, that witneſs'd not a corſe | 


Moſt lucky, loſing neither man nor horſe! | 
= © : Thus 


* The Poet ſeems to have forgotten himſelf : his motto talks a 
different language: but the quzid/ibet audendi belongs as much to P. P. 
as to every other poet. 


„ 
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EE Thus then, O Sorvizs, diſtance hides his Gzacs ; . — 


" Of hus is the ſun, at times; of clouds the ſport : 
Yet ſoon the plories of his Lordſhip's face 


Shall, like a comet, blaze o'er TiLz'ry Fokr. 


There ſhall the Musk thy piteous tale unfold, 


Gain thee a coat, and coals, to kill the cold ; 


Nay, fat ſhall ſwim upon thy meagre porridge : 
The ſympathiſing Dukx her tale will hear, 
And drop, at ſound of coat and coals, a tear 


For RicyMonD's bounty equals RICHMOND'S courags. 


7 


And though ye 8 chance to run away, 


0 a E 
CERTAIN FOREIGN —— 


CERTAIN PAY. 


A complimentary addreſs to the ſoldiers. —Wholeſome advice, =PETER 
 draweth a natural and pathetic picture of poor LITTLE Louis, reported 


to have been diſgracefully put an apprentice to a Cobbler ,—The inſylence 


and cruelty of his maſter the COBBLER.—T he CoBBLER blaſbhemoufly 
abuſeth TITLE. The little CoBBLER KING cryeth.—Senfible reflexion 
on the genius of Kings, with a lick at the French Convention, and alſo 
at his own flupidity,—PETER ſupplicateth for the little Lovis.— 
Advijeth the Soldiers to a bold aftion,—Enquireth of Soldiers who ts 
to receive their Death-money.—PETER ers, and reconculeth 
them to Death. | 


PETER Gblefſeth the King and the War, and curſeth REFORM, à word : 


in the mouths of Mr. PiTT and the Duk R or RIchMOND before 
they got into office —PETER adviſeth more taxes, for a weighty political 
- reaſon, videlicet, on account of the impudence of a NATION, which 
always mncreaſeth in an inſufferable ratio, with riches, | 


Ye Heroes, from your wives and turnips far, 
Who wage ſo gloriouſly the flying war, 


4 give you Joy of band and leg-endeavour ; z 


The generous GrxERA Muskrar's pleas'd to "TY 


86 Tis very great indeed tis vaſtly clever.” | 
2 | 5 O cut 
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O cut the Frenchmen's throats, the reſtleſs dogs | 
O with the tiger's gripe upon them ſpring |. 

A pack of vile, degrading, horrid hogs ; 

To make a dirty cobbler of a King | 


See frool-propp'd Majxsry the leather ſpread ; © 
Pehold its pretty Gogers wax the thread, 
And now the leather on the lapſtone, hole; 
Now puts his Majeſty the briſtle in, 1 
Now wide he throws his arms with milk-white . 


And now he ſpits and hammers on the ſole. 


And now a raſcal, chriſten'd SaNs-CulorrE, 
Leers on the window of his ſhed, and bo. 
He bawls (without of awe a fingle jot) 


Come, Maſter King—quick, firrah, mend my ſhoe.” 


And ſee | the /boz the little Monarch takes, 


And lo, at ev'ry ſtitch with fear he quakes.— | 
5 5 Such 
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_____ Such is of Liberty the bleſſed fruit! 


The name Licentiouſneſs would better ſuit. 

Behold SarnT CxispIx's picture, ſtrange to tell, 
The low-life cobbler's tutelary Saint, 

Of little Louis deck the dirty cell; 


Y | HE | 
How diff rent from the lofty Louvaz's paint! 


f * 


See | his hard Maſter catches up the ſtrap, 


And laſhes the young King's poor back and ſide 


How | flog his MajzsTy |—for what mishap ? 


Ye Gods | becauſe he ſpoil'd a bit of hide! 


Hear, hear the cruel tyrant thus exclaim ! 


ce Sirrah, there's nothing in a lofty name; 


« *Tis all mere nonſenſe, ſound, and ſtuff together: 


« Don't think, becauſe thy anceſtors, fo great, 
% Have to a paring brought a glorious State, 


£ Line amor leave to ſpoil a piece of leather,” 


And 


e 


ſo] 


And now behold the little tears, like peas, 


Courſe « o'er his tender cheek in filence down; 


And now,. with bitter grief, he feels and ſees 


The diff rence twixt a Kirrup and a crown. 


* 


Folly ! to make a cobbler of a King! 
Tis ſuch a piece of madneſs, to my mind 
What could Cox vENTION hope from ſuch a thing ? 


The race is fit for nothing—of the kind, . 


Heay'ns | then how dull Iam! It was diſgrace 
France meant to put upon the royal race; 
« Aye, and diſgrace upon the Cobbler too n 


Moſt impudently roars the MAN oF Sox. 


O from the lapſtone ſet the Monarch free; 
O ſnatch the ſtirrup from his royal knes; 
| + 56s : Dull 


W 3 Ou 
Pull the hand-leather off, and ſeize the awl, 


Seize too the hammer that his fingers gall. 


Soldiers! to Paris ruſh—ſtrike RokERSPIERRE, 


WT. 3 
Knock DaN rox down, and crucify BARRERE; 


Cruſh the vile egg from which: the Serpent ſprings, 


To dart th' envenom'd fang at facred KINGS. 


O foldiers, whoſe your ſkin-money, I pray? 
At thirty guineas each—how dear your hides K. 


IPA ſhould I like . contract, let me ſay: 


Thrice lucky Rocus; that o'er your lives 1 f 


Then pray FRE t kl. Sirs, ſhould ye be Ps. 


That is to ſay, if ye deſire to rut; ; 
For know, if death ſhould prove your lucky lot, 
You're worth a wy deal. more | than when alive. 


POS T- 


ö 
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Now God bleſs our good King, and this good war, 
And d-mn that wicked word we call RETORNU ; 


Breeding in Britain ſo much horrid Jar, 


So witch-like, conj'ring up a dangerous ſtorm | | 
Yet in the mouths of PirT and Ricumony's LORD, 
Once what a ſweet and inoffenſive word! ö 

1 . | | j 
Thus proving the delightful proverb true, | , 9 
What's meat to me, may poiſon be to you.” | N 8 n 


And now God bleſs once more good Miſter Prrr, 


Who for invention beats nineteen in twenty; 5 
And may this Gentleman's moſt ready wit 
Supply the nation all with taxes plenty z 
And as the kingdom has unclench'd its fiſt, 
Pick out a few odd pence for Civil Liſt. - TED 5 


LS - 
WWW e are too rich Dame Fox ruxꝝ grows too ſauey; 


Wealth is inclin'd to be confounded brafſy. 


War is a wholeſome bliſter for the back ; 
Draining away the humours all ſo groe; 
- Elſe would the Empire be of guts a ſack 
A Falfſtaft—woolſack—an unwieldy Joss. 
| War yieldeth ſuch rare ſpirits to a nation] 
. Siving the blood fo briſk a circulation! 
A kingdom, and a poet, and a cat, i 
3 Should never, never, never be zoo fat. 
1 g \ 
. I | 7 5 £ 
| 1 1 
| 


1 


D. 
CArs and PrINCEs very much alike. 
4 (0 A Car who from a window peepeth out, 


Thus is it ſaid—and he who is no lout, 


Knoweth that Cats are unto Men akin. £ 5 : 


For Princes looking »þ towards a throne, 5 > 
Are very much like PxINcES looking dow: ; - 1 
That is, love pow'r, love wealth, have great propenſities, 


Sublimely dealing ever in inmenſities. 


Princes have clawing — too, I ween— 
Yes, many a foreign King + ad d. foreign Queen; „ 
wich ſtomachs wide too as a whalc' Lo wider; 


The ſubject and a king, in n foreign land, 


4 I often have been giv'n to underſtand, 
Are a poor Jackx-ass and his RIDER. 


K ODE 


e 


Whoſe honeſt toils ſupply your mouths with bread; 
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ODE ro TYRANTS. 


PETER, with his poetical broomſtick, belaboureth foreign Tyrants,— | 
Taketh the part of the oppreſſed Poor .—Aſeeth Tyrants knotty and 
puzzling queſtions —Grveth @ ſpeech of CaTo.—PETER ſeriouſly 
informeth them that they are not like the LoRD.—PETER 7aketh a 
ſurvey of the furniture f their heads. —PETER ſolemnly declareth that 
the MiLL1oN doth not like to be ridden,—Grveth an inſolent ſpeech of 
Tyrants, and calleth them Highwaymen.—The TAxLOR and the 
Satin Breeches,—The SHOEMAKER and the Shoes, —PETER lamenteth 
that there ſhould be ſome who think it a. fin to reſiſt Tyrants— 
_ ſeth them to read Ss OP JO 6. 


I, H * and what are ye, ſceptred bullies speak, 


That millions to your will muſt bow the neck, 


: ak ox-like, meanly take the ig yoke? 
Philoſophers your Ignorance despite; 1 


Een FoLLy, laughing, lifts her maudlin eyes, | 


And freely on your wiſdoms cracks her joke. - 


How dare ye on the men of labour tread, 


Who, 


f 
o 
N 
G 
b 
8 
bs (1 
8 
5 I 
> 1 
» "*A 
125 
X 
125 
1 
4 BY * 
1 7 
N. 
7 972 2 
vo 
2 $$. 
5A 
EN 
* 25 
NN 1 7 
LN 
Y Fe? \ 
7 85 
N 
WM 
TK 
+ 4 
1 85 
N 
1 

n 
22 1 
8 

. 

2 
5 
„ 

Jo. — 

WEN 
DER 
NS 
9 
7 * + 
* 
2 
8 
"3 
WAY. 

4 
9 L 
3 
; 8 
. 
5 . 
8 
r 
+ Y 
3 
: 
8 

1 
W 
2 
If r 5 
3 „ 
323 ; 
= 
8 38 
Ee = 
— 

3 

* 
— 
= : 
7 8 
8 
a 
-  InaT 

2 SY 
= 2 
WR. 

Bt: 
* 
* * 
8 % 
* 


e 35 J 

Who, groaning, ſweating, like ſo many hacks, . 

Work you the very cloaths upon your backs? 
Cloaths of calamity; I fear, 


That hold in ev'ry ſtitch a tear, 


Who ſent you Not the Lord who rules on high, 


Sent you to Man on purpoſe from the ſky, 


Becauſe of Wiſclom it is not a provf : 
Show your credentials, Sirs:—if ye refuſe, 
of | 


Terrifie Gentlemen, our ſmiles excuſe, 


BELIEF moſt certainly will keep aloof. 


Old virtuous rugged Caro, on a day, 


Thus to the Soorusavers was heard to ſay, 


*© Aucuszs | by all the Gods it is a ſhame 
« TO gull the mole- ey d million at this rate; 
e Making of gaping blockheads ſuch a game, 


9 pretending to be hand and olove with Farz! = 
-# On 


cc On guts and garbage when ye meet, 


To carry on the holy cheat, 
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© How is it ye preſerve that ſolemn grace, 


3 a 
EE — IND 
— — 6 


«© Nor burſt with laughter in each other's face?“ 
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1. Thus to your courtiers, Sins, might I exclaim 


© In wonder's name, 8 
«© Ho. can ye meanly grov'ling bow the head 


To pieces of gilt gingerbread ? 
Fetch, carry, fawn, kneel, flatter, crawl, tell lies, 


« To pleaſe the creature that ye ſhould deſpiſe 


8 5 | _ 0 | 3 | 
118 | _ Tyrants, with all your pow'r and wide dominion, 


1 Le arn't a whit like God, in my opinion; 


9 9 
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1 Though you think otherwiſe, I do preſume: 


n 


Hot to the marrow with the vuling luſt, 
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Fancying your crouching ſubjects ſo much du, 


| Your /ofty ſelves the mighty ſweeping broom. 
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Open the warehouſes of all your brains; 


Come, Sirs, turn out let's ſee \ hat each contains: hs ON; 


Heav'ns, how ridiculous | what motley ſtuff 


Shut, quickly ſhut again the brazen doors ; 
Too much of balderdaſh the eye explores; 

Yes, ſhut them, ſhut them, we have ſcen enough. . ö 
Are theſe the Beings to beſtride a world ? 
To ſuch fad beaſts, has God his creatures hurl'd ? 


f 


Men want not Tyrants—overbearing knaves; 
Deſpots that wiſh to rule a realm of faves ; 


Proud to be gaz'd at by a reptile race: 


Charm'd with the muſic of their clanking chains, 
Pleas'd with the fog of STaTz that clouds their brains, 


Who cry, with all the impudence of face, 


8 „ Behold 


| C Behold your G ova 1-—down, ralbala, on your 1 — 


* Your money, miſcreants—quick, no words, no ſtrife; 


© Your lands too, ſcoundrels, vermin, lice, bugs, fleas ; 
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. ” „ And thank our mercy that allows you 4% “ 
” © : | 


= Thus ſpeak the HicywavywMen in purple pride, 


On Slavery's poor gall'd back ſo wont to ride. 


Who would not laugh to ſee a TavLOH bow 


e r 
— 


. 5 Submiſſive to a pair of ſatin breeches ? 
| © bt 


Saying, © O Breeches, all men muſt allow 


MY here's ſomething in your r aſpe that * 


5 Jo «Let me admire you, Breeches, crown d ws, a 3 
1 | | cc And though I made you, let me ſill FF 298 ye: 
cc Though a Rump $ humble errant form'd for need, 


e To keep it warm, yet, Lord! you are ſo fine, 
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&« ] cannot think you are my work indeed — 


Though merely mortal, lo, ye ſeem divine!“ 
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Yet Tyrant-adoration is as bad. 


l F 
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See ! Ckispix makes a pair of handſome ſhoes, 
| Silk and beſpangled, ſuch as ladies uſe— 
I Suppoſe the ſhoes ſo proud, upon each heel, 
Perk it in Criſpin's face, with ſaucy pride, 
And all the meanneſs of his trade deride, 


And all the ſtate of ſelf- importance feel; 


Tell him the diſtance between 25e and him, 
Cxisein would quickly cry, A pretty whim ! 
« Confound your little bodies, though ſo fine, 
e Is not the ſilk and ſpangles that ye boaſt, 

*© Put on you at my proper colt ? 

f 7 7 Whatever's on ye, is it not all ine? 

4 {© Did not I put you zhus together, pray?“ 


What could the {imple ſhoes in anſwer ſay ? 
JJ There 


Who would not quick exelaim, The TavLox's mad!“ 
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There too are ſome (thank Heav'n they do not fwarm), 


Who deem it foul to ſtay a TyranT's arm, 
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8 hat falls with fate upon their humble alle : 
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— ns | And read the fable of the Frogs, the fools. 
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The FROGS and FUPITER. 


THE F Ros, ſo happy midſt their peaceful pond, 
Of Emp'rori grew at once extremely fond ; 
1 55 Ves, yes, an Emp ror was a glorious thing; 
j It 5 6 © Each really took it in his addle pate, 


"Twould be ſo cherming to exchange their ſtate | 


An Emp”! ror would ſuch heaps of bliſſes 1 


Sudden out hopp'd the N ATION on the graſs, 


Frog-man and yellow wife, and youth and laſs, 
e 6 A nu- 
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A numerous tribe, to knuckle down to Jovx, 


And priy the God to fond-an Bip rey dandy 


»Twas ſuch a pretty thing, th' TurBRIAL Crown 


So form' d their pleaſures, honours, to improve. 


Forth from his old blue weather-box, the SkIEs, 
Jovx briſkly ſtepp'd, with two wide-wond'ring eyes: 
1 MyNHEERS, quoth Jove, „if ye are wile, be quiet: 
*Know when you're happy but he preach'd in vain 
They made the moſt abominable riot; 
« An Emp'ror, Emp'ror, yes, we muff obtain.“ 


O 


4c Well, jake one," cry 'd 5 God, and down he rope” d 

A monſtrous piece of wood, from whence he chopp' d 
Kings for the Gentlefolk of ancient days: 

Stunn'd at the ſou nd, the frogs all ſhook with dread ; 

Like dabchicks, ak water puſh d 1 head, 


Afraid a ſingle * ſo pale to raiſe. 
M At 
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At length one ſtole a peep, and then a /zcond, 
Who, lily winking to a #bird frog, beckon'd ; 
And fo on, till they all obtain a peep; ; 
Now nearer, nearer edging on they drew, 
And finding nothing terrible; nor new, 


Fo 


Bold on his MajzsrTy began to lap: 


Such hopping this way, that way, off and on Z 


Such croaking, laughing, ridiculing fun! 


In ſhort, ſo very ſhameleſs were they grown ; 
So much of grace and manners did they lack, 
One little villain ſaucily ſquat down, 


And, with a grin, defil'd the Rovar, Back. 


Now unto Jove they, kneeling, pray'd again, 
O TJveirzs, this is ſo ſad a beaſt, 
« 80 dull a Monarch—ſo devoid of brain | 


Give us a king of Hpirit, Jovs, at leaſt,” 


The 
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The God comply'd, and ſent them Eur'ROR STors, - 


Who with his loving ſubjects went to work; 


Chas'd the poor ſprawling imps from pool to pool, 


Reſolv'd to get a handſome belly full. 


Now gaſping, wedg'd within his iron beak, 
Did wriggling ſcores moſt lamentably ſqueak :_ 
Bold puſh'd the Eur'RoR on, with ſtride fo noble, 


Bolting his ſubjects with majeſtic gobble. 


Again the croaking Tribes began to pray, - 


Midſt hoppings, ſcramblings, murder, and diſmay ; 


“O fave us, Jovr, from this inhuman Tux | 
“OO fave us from this Imp of Hell!“ 
”” Mrxuzzss,” quoth Jove, © pray keep your Emp'ror 
Sr _ | 


« Fools never know when they are well.“ 
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Pr TER giveth a gentle trimming to the jackets of foreign PoTENTATES; 
and a pair of pretty Fables, by way of hoking-glaſſes, for their MosT 
HioH HAUGHTINESSES. | 


— 


EMPyRoRs, and Pops, and N 10e mighty things, 
I think, too, we may take in foreign Kines, 

Too often deem their numBLs Maxers, Slaves; 

Now ſuch high Falk are either fools or knaves, 

Or both together probably—a caſe 5 

That happens frequently amongſt the Race. 

Methinks now, this | is {candalous—'tis Woes. 


Wicked, and, what, is full as Me ungrateful. 


The GREAT of many a Continent and Iſle, 
Enough to make the ſoureſt Cynic ſmile, 


5 | Or, 
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Or, as the proverb ſays, © make a dog laugh,” 
Think honours from themſelves ariſe alone; 
Thus are their Max RRS at a diſſance thrown, 


Conſider'd as mere mob, mere dirt, mere chaff. 


xe 


The following Fables then will let them know 
What to us riffraff of the world they owe. 


1 — 
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The DIAMOND PIN, and the FARTHING CANDLE. 


. | 


UPON a Lady's toilet, full of luſtre, 
A DYmond Pin one night began to bluſter : 


Full of conceit, like ſome young flirting girl, 


Her ſenſes loſt in VaniTY's wild whirl : 


Highly diſguſted at a Farthing Candle, | 
Left by the Lapy of the broom, ES 2 — A 
Nam'd Sus Ax, lipp'd into another room, 


Something of conſequence to handle 
— c You 


* 1 
2 
r 
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Such ſaucy language III no longer bear: 


(49.3 
You naſty tallow thing,” exclaim'd Viss Pix, 


« Pray keep your diſtance—don't ſay here, and wink; 


I loath ye you and all your greaſy kin— 


« Good heay'ns! how horribly you look and ſtink !” 


© Good Lord! Miss Pin,” Miss CanDLE quick reply'd, 


„ goften a little that ungrateful pride 2 


cc You ſhine indeed—to this I muſt agree 7 


* 


(e © Yes, M, iſs, you make a wy pretty blaze, 


« But let me tell ye, that your wond'rous rays 


« Owe all their boaſted brilliancy to Me,” 


* How! Madam Inpupexce I rejoin'd Miss Pin, 


F. irſt with a frown, and then a ſcornful grin; 


I ſhould not ſure have dreamt of ther. - 


« Miss Far I” 
© SUsAN, Miſs CanDLE bawl'd, ** Susan, come here; 


SUSAN, 


Te ooo oem ene HE 


191 


4 gus ax, come, ſatisfy the Lady's doubt — 


Take me away, I fay, or blow me out. 


Susan, who, liſt'ning, heard the great diſpute, 
3 3 


By no means could refuſe Miſs CaNDLE's ſuit; 
So into darkneſs Susan blew her beam: 
© Vow,” with a ſharp ſarcaſtic ſneer, 


* Vow, quoth Miſs CanDLE, © mow, my dear, 


«© Where is of radiance now your boaſted ſtream ? 


«© Where are your keen and faſcinating rays, 
4 Ten thouſand of them — ſuch a mighty blaze?“ 
Miſs DON ſtar' d, and ſtar d, and ſtar'd again, 


Jo find departed radiance, but in vain. 


Quite vaniſh'd | not a fingle ray diſplay d! 
Each ſparkle ſwallow'd ia the depth of ſhade ! 
Alter'd, 


ow. 
Alter'd, quite alter'd, ſadly diſappointed, 
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The bones of her high pride disjointed, 
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5 fear, quoth Pin, „I much miſtake my nature.” 
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5 True,“ anſwer'd CanDLE, © true, my dear Miſs Pix, 
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5; « Lift not, in future, quite ſo high, your chin, 
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But ſhow ſome rey'rence for your BLAZR-CREATOR.“ 
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A | De d UV, and the PEACOGK. 


A FABLE, 


A PEACOCK, mounted on a barn one day, 


—_ . . Bleſt with a guantum ſufficit of pride, 


ly All conſequence amid the ſolar ray, 
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Spread with a ſtrut his circling plumage wide. 
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= Good morrow (quoth the Coxcomb) MasTzz SUN j J 


e Your braſſy face has greatly been admir'd— 


3 « Now 
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[497] 
x Now pray, Sol, anſwer me—T'm not in fun— 


« What is there in it to be ſo-defir'd ? 


”- 


© If J have any eyes to ſee, 
©« And, that I have, is clear to ue, „„ 
c My rail poſſeſſes far more ſplendid grace, 


% By far more beauty than your WoksHI's face. 


The Sux look'd down with ſmiles upon the fowl, 
Suppoſing it at firſt an owl; 
And thus with gravity reply'd, ce Sir, know 
« That though unluckily my 7Yorſhip's face 
© Seems far beneath your tail in ſplendid grace, 


<« Still to y. face that glitt' ring tail you owe. 


e Poh | (quoth the Peacock) Maſter SUN, 
* Your Highneſs loves a bit of fun.” 
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[ 50 1 
9 beg your pardon, anſwer'd 801 again 
« And, if you pleaſe, I'll condeſcend to ſhow 


« How much to e, you ev'ry moment owe. 


<« The boaſted beauties of your waving train.“ 


« Agreed, with all my ſoul,” the Bird reply'd, 
In all the full-blown inſolence of pride; 
« To credit fuch a tale I'm not the noddy : 


e Prove that the glorious plumage I diſplay 


<« Owes all its happy colours to thy ray, 


> 


ce 8 Fl] tear my feathers from my body. 


The challeng'd SUN in clouds withdrew 
His flaming beams from ev ry view ; 


And o'er the world a depth of darkneſs ſpread : 


The bats their churches left, to wing the air, 


The cocks and hens and cows began to tare, 


And ſulky went all ſupperleſs to bed ; 
| 5 


( ye J 
For not an Almanack had op'd its lips 


About ſo very wond'rous an eclipſe. 


The Peacock too, amongſt the reſt 

Of marv'ling fowl and ſtaring beaſt, 
Turn'd to his feathers with ſome doubt, 
A to find his hundred eyes put out; 
Indeed all nature now appear'd as black 


As if old Sol had popp'd into a ſack. 


Pleas'd with his triumph, from a cloud, 
The Sun; ſtill hiding, call'd aloud, 
Well! can ye merit to my face allow ? 
* What's now your colour? where your hundred eyes? 
The mingled radiance of a thouſand dies ? 


“Speak, Maſter Pzacocx, what's your colour now?“? 


* What colour!“ quoth the Bird, as — aſham' d 
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To own the truth, much-injur'd Pnogzus, know, 
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© I'm not one atom better than a crow. 
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« I ſee my folly—pity my poor train; 


c And let thy goodneſs bid it ſhine again. | 


V 


TyRanTs of eaſtern realms, whoſe ſubjects' noſes, 


ly __ Like a ſmith's vice, your iron pow'r incloſes ; 
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7 - Who treat your people juſt like dogs or ſwine, 
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1 The meaning of my tale, can ye divine? 
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6 ; If not, go try to find it, I beſeech ye, 
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1600 And do not let your angry Suzjzors teach ye. 
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Nor on the word Bolting, in 1 page 43, line 8. 


A term to be found in the HAMPSHIRE DicrioxaRx, implying 
a rapid deglutition of bacon, without the ſober ceremony of maſtication, 
It is, moreover, to be obſerved, that Hampſhire ſervants, who are 


bacon-Golters, have always leſs wages than bacon-chewers. 


